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FOREWORD 


Ir is no longer possible to answer the kind 
letters of inquiry which I receive from all parts 
and all conditions of people. The necessary 
replies, in the course of a week, represent the 
same amount of matter that is contained in a 
small book. 

I am asked how I first thought of the Crusade 
of White Knights, why I chose that particular 
form of remedy for the social evil, how I organised 
the work, what response it has met with, and 
various personal questions about myself. 

In this little book, I have told all that can be 
told, and any remarks in it about other people, 
even abstract remarks, have been duly submitted 
to them in manuscript. 

I trust that the information now given may be 
of interest, and I am glad of this opportunity to 
thank all who have cared to inquire and all who 
have co-operated with me in the work. 


January 1917. 
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WHITE KNIGHTS ON 
DARTMOOR 


CHAPTER I 
ORIGIN OF THE CRUSADE 


At the outset, I want to emphasise what is 
obvious to every one who reads this book, namely 
that the whole Crusade, even down to incidental 
details, is due to no merit and no forethought of 
mine. Divine Love, working by human instru- 
mentality, has devised the whole exquisite plan. 

It began at the outbreak of war by a letter 
from a lady concerning her son, a young regular 
officer who was one of the first to be sent overseas. 
‘** He was the only son of his mother, and she was 
a widow.” 

She buckled on his sword and sent him forth 
to his fate, with the brave smile which befits the 
mother of a warrior. Next day, she wrote to me, 
asking if his beloved name might be placed behind 
the statue of S. Michael in my little chapel because 
the boy’s name is Michael. 

The origin of that statue is the devotion of 
my mother to S. Michael, who sent her a very 
wonderful answer to her prayers about her little 
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cottage home of rest here for poor ladies. The 
cottage was founded years before we built the 
chapel, but when it was necessary to choose our 
patrons and procure their statues for the chapel, 
S. Michael was selected as the saint of Venton 
because of his kindness to the humble home of 
rest. Later, when I was given the supreme 
privilege of reserving the Blessed Sacrament here, 
his patronage took on a deeper significance be- 
cause, according to a beautiful tradition in the 
Church, the seven archangels are the guardians of 
the seven sacraments and S. Michael is the guardian 
of the Eucharist. Later still, when the widow 
lady wrote about her son, the great archangel 
came another degree nearer to us because, ac- 
cording to the liturgy of the Church, he is “ the 
Captain of the heavenly host and the Prince of 
Chivalry,” so he is, above all angels, the patron 
and protector of soldiers. 

Young Michael’s mother is not a member of my 
Church -and knew nothing of these things, which 
makes the matter more beautiful. 

Of course, I placed the name behind the statue, 
offered daily prayers for the young soldier’s safety 
and sent him a medal of S. Michael, blessed for 
the safety of soul and body of the wearer. From 
that time onwards, other ladies sent the names of 
their sons or brothers or husbands till the list 
behind the statue became quite a long one. The 
original Michael has had his cap shot off, his 
haversack riddled and his greatcoat perforated by 
bullets on three different occasions, but he has 
escaped without a scratch. 

So I prayed for the men whose names were sent 
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to me, and prayed for all those fighting. I prayed 
for our enemies and for the souls of the slain, and 
always longed to do some great work connected 
with the war. 

Time went on until May 1916, when a letter 
came from a young officer at the front which 
altered life. He was one of my heroes and had 
pleaded for prayers before going out. His letter 
briefly hinted at the state of morals, and said it 
was impossible for any man to swim against the 
stream of wickedness which met him at every 
turn. 

I. shall never forget the shock of that letter. 
Till then, I had believed the accounts in the 
religious newspapers that never had there been 
such a spirit of piety among the troops. I had 
been deluded :into thinking that our men were 
imbued with the spirit of the Crusaders and were 
fighting not only materially against the enemy, 
but against cruelty, oppression, injustice, and all 
other evils. 

It happened that my good friend, Mr. John 
Oxenham, was staying in Widecombe at the time, 
working at his forthcoming book of poems, The 
King’s Highway. The morning the letter arrived 
from France he was actually in our room of sun- 
shine, and I took the letter to him for counsel and 
comfort. Even then I did not believe the boy, 
and thought it was simply an excuse preparatory 
to an ignoble downfall. But Mr. Oxenham sadly 
confirmed the truth of the statements. 

As we sat in that sweet old room, flooded with 
sunshine, gemmed with great rainbows from the 
crystal ball, with the brilliant crowned heads of 
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the tulips looking in at both windows, all the 
peace and beauty of my sweet home vanished and 
a hideouscrater seemed to open out under my 
very feet. The mental vision of sin was unbear- 
able. It was like the black, reeking crater of a 
devouring volcano, with men and women struggling 
in its lowest depths. 

I can dimly remember gasping out, “ But we 
must do something. We must do something at 
once. We can’t hope to save our souls if we sit 
down by it. We must throw them a line somehow.” 

Mr. Oxenham looked at me as if he thought I 
had gone mad. Perhaps I had. In all my life, 
I never before remember being so near to losing 
my self-control. 

. “Do something?” he echoed. ‘“ But what can 

we do?” He had looked up from a half-finished 
poem and was actually holding his pencil and 
manuscript. I think that helped me to become 
coherent. 

““We must write, of course. Every man and 
woman in the kingdom must do something accord- 
ing to their power and position. You and I can 
write. If we save one man from destruction, life 
will have been worth while, and if we do not save 
even one, we shall have done our best and shall 
dare to stand before the Seat of Judgment. You 
are actually writing now. Well, write a poem at 
once. Warn them and save them. Every day 
they are going under. We must not lose a day.” 

Then I left him and took my sorrows to chapel. 
But even my sweet white sanctuary seemed 
smirched. The whole horrible mass of evil was 
overpowering. It would be still if we looked at 
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it in the abstract. The only possible thing is to 
think simply of each individual soul. The agony 
of inaction, too, was part of the suffering. The 
trouble would have been more bearable if I could 
at once have put the invulnerable shield of my 
white womanhood between man and harm. 

Mr. Oxenham is a marvellously quick writer. 
Without another word from me he saw all round 
the subject and realised exactly what I wanted 
but did not express. Next day, he brought me 
the finished poem of “‘ The Mother Cry,’’ which 
forms the first in our little joint booklet, White 
Knights. To me, the poem is masterly. In a 
few lines he has seized every aspect of the sub- 
ject, forestalled every excuse. He has taken the 
strongest point of appeal, the pleading of a mother 
with her son. He anticipates and defeats the 
unworthy excuse that if once a man or woman 
has lost honour, no subsequent fall matters. He 
dares any man to thrust a woman one step lower 
towards hell. Next day he wrote ‘“‘ The Boy’s 
Reply,” painting the despair of the man who has 
sinned. Here, he considered, his work ended, and 
it was for me to apply the comfort and the 
remedy. 

Never have I been asked to do anything so 
difficult. I quailed before the task. So many 
sunken reefs surrounded me. I feared to seem 
patronising or interfering. I dreaded to give the 
faintest impression that I thought myself better 
than other people. It was nothing short of my 
intense love for men that conquered every lesser 
consideration. 

All my life, I have loved and reverenced men 
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with weighty reason. One cannot love a thing 
without also understanding it, and at last I felt 
sure that men would make no mistake about my 
humble appeal, which was not from the religious 
standpoint but the chivalrous, because this touches 
every man, of whatever creed or of no creed. I 
did not either confine my appeal to any class or 
any nationality. Every man on earth may, if he 
chooses, become a, Knight in the white cause. 
The only obligation upon him is to send me his 
pledge, “‘ I promise with the help of God to be 
true to honour,” and to keep that promise. 

Remembering the list of names behind S. 
Michael’s statue, I decided to have a roll of names 
for the Knights also. In July 1914, my mother 
had given me, for a birthday present, a beautiful 
little book bound in olive wood from Jerusalem. 
It is small but very thick and full of blank lined 
pages with gilded edges. On the front is carved 
a cross, and the wooden covers are bound together 
by olive-green leather. 

The text on my daily calendar for that birthday 
was: ‘“‘ Let us love not in word but in deed and 
in truth.” On the fly-leaf of the book I copied 
the text, then wrapped up the precious little 
volume in silver paper and put it away, saying, 
“T will keep it till some object comes along which 
is worthy of it.’ Two years later, when writing 
my appeal to men, I remembered the book whose 
symbolism is perfect. The olive is the emblem of 
peace; it is also the Ancient Grecian emblem of 
victory; olive oil stands for light, strength, and 
healing. Scripture constantly refers to the ‘“ oil 
of gladness,’’ and with the blessed oil of olives 
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priests and bishops are consecrated and the sick 
and newly baptised are anointed. 

When our joint manuscript was ready, Mr. 
Oxenham and. I canvassed for information and 
opinions. The same awful tale came back from 
every quarter. Bishops, chaplains, priests, minis- 
ters, doctors, nurses, lady patrols, all told the same 
hideous story of women who, with no shadow of 
excuse as to ill-paid industrial conditions, deliber- 
ately ruin the very men who are risking their lives 
to safeguard feminine honour; and of men who, 
forgetting that we have sent them forth to uphold 
the honour of England, king, and womanhood, 
fall so low as to degrade themselves and the very 
women whom they ought to be protecting. 

It is not even the unchasteness of the thing 
which is as horrible as the cold-blooded, low- 
pulsed, mean, caddish, dishonourableness of it— 
the utter failure in the trust reposed in them by 
all. One had only to know of this to know also 
of the desolation and despair which must be eating 
into many a heart. So often, the first step to 
ruin is taken in an unguarded moment. Then, on 
awakening, the man or woman feels to have lost 
what can never be regained, and therefore that 
nothing else matters. So the life of sin continues. 
Again, many are ashamed to own to this trouble, 
so they bear their burden in utter loneliness, feel- 
ing a barrier between themselves and virtuous 
people. 

No one can bear his burdenralone. It is against 
human nature, against the teaching of Our Lord, 
who even permitted a common man to help Him 
carry His cross. We hoped that if one man and 
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one woman showed that they care, with all their 
hearts, this alone might make a difference in 
other lives. 

Now a few words as to why we choose this 
particular term ‘‘ Knights.” There is nothing 
pretentious or farcical in it. The word Knight 
is derived from the Saxon cniht, a military fol- 
lower; from the Danish knecht, a male servant. 
There is nothing incongruous in a woman appeal- 
ing to men to be her servants in a noble cause. 
Knights were the moving spirits of chivalry, and 
chivalry consisted in the warlike spirit, a lofty 
reverence for women and an innate craving after 
the supernatural or mystical. These three charac- 
teristics are essential to every man who is worthy 
of the name of man, so we are only appealing to 
men to be true to themselves, and their own 
nature. S. Michael is, inevitably, the guardian 
archangel and patron saint of our band, and great 
was my joy, on looking up the formula of con- 
ferrimg knighthood, to find: ‘“‘I dub thee knight 
in the name of God and S. Michael.” 


CHAPTER II 
BEGINNINGS AT PENTECOST 


Earty in June, Mr. Oxenham returned to 
London with our finished manuscript, to arrange 
for publication. 

For some time, owing to the war, I had been 
unable to have Mass and the Blessed Sacrament 
at Venton—a sore deprivation, yet a deprivation 
which one suffers happily for the sake of letting 
priests minister to those in danger of death. We 
have always, in England, been short of priests, 
but-especially so since the Belgian inundation and 
the departure of chaplains to all the fighting 
areas. 

There seemed to be no prospect of enjoying my 
regular spiritual privileges when, suddenly, during 
the first week in June, several days before Whit- 
suntide, I received a line from a strange priest 
saying he was on a holiday, proposed to come to 
the moor, and hoped he might say Mass daily in 
my chapel. It really appeared too good to be 
true. June is the month dedicated to the Sacred 
Heart of Our Lord, Whose Heart represents 
human love, and Whitsuntide is, to me, the most 
glorious feast of the Holy Ghost, Who is Divine 
and Uncreated Love. The Church’s vesture from 
the feast right through the glorious octave is red, 
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the colour of love, for that mysterious and won- 
derful Person of the Trinity in Whom and from 
Whom all loves emanate. A June Whitsuntide is, 
therefore, the supreme feast of all love, human 
and divine. \ 

In a dream of joy, I made the necessary pre- 
parations. Not only was it glorious to be getting 
out the white linen, the silver and golden vessels, 
all the many accessories for Mass and Reservation 
after such a long deprivation: it was doubly 
glorious to be preparing them all for my dearest 
feast in the calendar. For flowers at Whitsun- 
tide, I always get crimson peonies, because these 
are called Pentecost roses in some countries. The 
common crimson peony happens to be exactly the 
shade of my red vestments and tabernacle cur- 
tains, and the masses of vivid colour in the brass 
vases make a splendid show against the white 
walls and altar. 

The joy of it all was almost unbearable, but it 
seemed that even a greater joy was to come. I 
had mentioned the projected campaign of White 
Knighthood to several intimate friends, both by 
letter and by word of mouth, and two days before 
Whitsunday came a letter from the young officer 
at the front whose previous communication had 
caused us to begin the movement. In this, his 
second letter, he gave me his pledge to be true to 
honour, and thus was the first man to make the 
promise and become a Knight. Then I under- 
stood that the olive-wood book might already be 
brought into use and offered at the Mass of Pente- 
cost for those whose names were already inscribed 
in it as well as for those still to come. 
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It was so beautifully arranged without any 
human premeditation. The priest knew nothing 
of the proposed Crusade, the young officer knew 
nothing about the Pentecost Mass. Another young 
man was here for a few days—a great personal 
friend of mine, and he also asked to join. 

So, on Whitsun Eve, I had the joy of taking 
the book and a pen to chapel and of inscribing 
there the three names of the first three Knights. 
Mr. Oxenham’s was, of course, the first name in 
the book, next to whose came the young officer’s, 
and then my friend’s, whose father had been a 
Crimean hero and whose ancestors had helped to 
make fragments of English history of not too 
reputable a character ! 

The Mass on Whitsunday was at eight o'clock, 
and this one new Knight was present, represent- 
ing those who were to come. As no Catholic man 
was there, I had to answer the Mass, and thus 
assisted actively with the priest in the Divine 
Mysteries, since Mass may not be offered without 
some one to answer as the representative of the 
laity. At the offertory, the priest turned and 
received from my hands the precious olive-wood 
book, which he placed upon the altar itself for the 
remainder of the Mass. Thus the Knights and 
the Crusade were formally offered to God at the 
most solemn time of a Catholic’s life, and my 
Knights, present and future, were encircled by 
the outpourings of Uncreated Love. During that 
Mass, the Blessed Sacrament was placed once 
more in the tabernacle as though Our Lord Him- 
self, in the white armour of the Sacramental 
Species, had come to head the Knights and accept 
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them for His service. At the end of Mass, I had 
once more the rapture of lighting the ruby lamp 
which denotes the Presence of the Blessed Sacra- 
ment in chapels and churches; and as soon as 
the altar was cleared, the olive-wood book took 
up its position on the crimson rug at the foot of 
the white altar. 

How well I remember my evening prayers 
that night! The crimson rambler rose was out, 
smothering the chapel even up to the thatch with 
masses of vivid red. In hot weather, we leave 
the chapel door open all day, and all day love-red, 
heart-shaped rose petals drift in, even as far as 
the altar itself. I knelt there in the twilight 
hush, listening to the cuckoos and curlews, looking 
at the blood-red lamp, the red tabernacle curtains 
starred with white olive flowers, and at the olive- 
wood book, and I thanked God that the first 
stainless names were already enshrined in the little 
white chapel which is set like a tiny seed pearl 
in the great ring of the hills of virgin Dartmoor. 


CHAPTER III 
WHITE HOSTS OF PRAYERS 


In August and September, more priests arrived 
unexpectedly, and I had week after week of 
spiritual feasting: Masses, Holy Communions, 
Benedictions, with white incense and the glorious 
golden veil. One priest, who passed this way 
during the summer, bears, among his names, that 
of one of Arthur’s noblest Knights, and he joined 
my Crusade, became, in fact, the guardian priest 
of the Knights, and evolved the plan of the 
*‘ guardian angel’’ nuns for the men. 

One halcyon week, the priests overlapped, and 
we had two Masses a day. How I did revel! 
What unfathomable oceans of grace were poured 
out upon my Knights, whose names kept slowly 
but steadily coming in. . 

For one Mass, in August, we had the glorious 
Mass of Mary’s Assumption, white, like all her 
Masses. It is the only Mass in the year when the 
** Oliva speciosa ’’ comes, so I always call it my 
very own Mass. The epistle is from Ecclus. xxiv. 
and contains the wonderful sentence, which always 
thrills the very core of my soul: ‘“ He that made 
me rested in my tabernacle.’’ Later comes the 
cedar in Libanus, the cypress tree on Mount Sion, 
the palm tree in Cades, the rose plant in Jericho, 
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and the fair olive tree in the plains. I always 
stop breathing to listen for that ‘“‘ Quasi oliva 
speciosa in campis.” 

Unless July has been very hot, the madonna 
lilies are still with us for the Assumption. For 
the three weeks previous to the feast I visit 
them daily, alternately threatening and imploring. 
Venton swarms with lilies. They abide in the lily- 
bed proper, with huge clumps of orange Peruvian 
lilies at each end. This bed is due south, and 
tucked in between the granite wall of the house 
and the thick box hedge. King Sun pours such 
oceans of golden light into the little nook that, 
by noon, it is a ‘“‘ radiant heat and light”’ cure 
for every ill of soul and body. It is close to the 
chapel, and I love to go out there after lunch in 
the very hottest hours of the day, and lie in a 
deck chair, bare-headed in a white frock, thanking 
Heaven for making sunshine and me and lilies 
and Dartmoor and white butterflies and all the 
delicious things that we call ‘“‘ Boomers,”’ such as 
humble-bees, which buzz all through the long, hot 
days. Then I come in to tea, deep purple in the 
face, with eyelids swelled till I can hardly see, 
and an orange nose caught through kissing the 
lilies. 

In proper summer, the temperature in the lily- 
bed is 116. Just round the corner by the chapel 
doorstep, which is due north, it is sixty. There’s 
a climate for you! The lily-bed lilies rarely live 
till the Assumption, but we have another clump 
of them on one side of the porch, where they 
sway gently forward to play ‘“ Peep-bo” with 
every one coming towards the chapel up the road. 


WHITE HOSTS OF PRAYERS 25 


It is fascinating to see a huge, stately lily popping 
in and out from the green porch as you approach. 
Then we have a row of them in the front, outside 
the window of the room of shadow. You come 
suddenly on a line of them looking over the wall 
and backgrounded against the green old door and 
casement window. Those are specially dear ones, 
because you see them from inside as well as out- 
side, and it is rapture to sit in that low, cool 
room with the blue-green curtains, watching the 
lilies dreaming outside. 

I used to have one outside the north window of 
the chapel, and for the Assumption I opened the 
window softly as Mass began, so that the lily could 
look in at it all. It was six feet high, that lily, 
but it drooped and died, perhaps of too much 
happiness. Madonna lilies are about the hardiest 
things made, but, all the same, they have their 
little fancies for which there is no accounting, and 
sometimes I wrathfully tell them that the best 
rhyme for lilies is “ sillies.’”’ But, like me, they 
are impervious to criticism. During lily season, 
I always have one beauty in a slender green vase 
in the middle of the table in the room of shadow, 
and if any horrible man comes and smokes in that 
room, the lily and I retire from his poisonous 
vapours till he has finished. Tobacco in an evil- 
smelling city may be bearable, but fancy tobacco 

on Dartmoor and among lilies ! 
_ This year, the Assumption Mass took on a deeper 
significance than ever in the light of my worshipful 
Knights—my lovely live lilies. Popes and bishops 
are the most chivalrous men alive, as every for- 
tunate, revered Catholic woman knows, whether 
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she is living in the Sacramental state of marriage 
or under the white nun’s vow of chastity. 

This feast commemorates the assumption of 
Mary’s virgin body into heaven. The Church 
teaches that Our Lord so venerated His Mother’s 
body that He would not leave it on earth, even 
though He could have kept it incorruptible if He 
had chosen. He could not refrain from taking it 
to His embrace in heaven. Further, this feast is 
a holy day of obligation, a double of the first 
class with an octave, when other feasts of Mary, 
even the Annunciation, are not. Does not this 
throw an intense significance on the awful sanctity 
of sex? Does not this show how God venerates 
womanhood? At that Mass, during the octave, 
and always in the fourth glorious mystery of the 
Rosary, I pray that my Knights may learn this 
reverence for womanhood from their Chief and 
Divine Knight. 

Another August Mass was S. Bartholomew, 
Apostle, a red Mass, and, that day, a most curious 
coincidence occurred. It was offered by the 
Knight-priest for his brother Knights. The gospel 
for that Mass is the choosing of the twelve among 
whom was the traitor. 

After Mass, with a horrid foreboding, I opened 
the olive-wood book to count how many Knights 
I had, and lo! twelve! I shall see to it that a 
copy of this book is possessed by each of those 
twelve. In September there are always a lot of 
semi-doubles, when any of the votive Masses may 
be said at choice, so we were able to have many 
stately black Masses for the newly dead. For a 
black Mass, the tabernacle curtains are of darkest 
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purple, bearing a passion flower in outline, and 
all through the Mass rings the plaintive refrain of 
light and peace and rest: ‘‘ Eternal rest grant to 
them, O Lord, and let perpetual light shine upon 
them. O Lamb of God, who takest away the 
sins of the world, give them eternal rest.’’ Mass 
for the dead is an epic poem. 

So the splendid pageant of Masses passed on 
through the golden days of summer and autumn 
to culminate on the feast of S. Michael, whose 
Mass was again offered for the Knights. That 
Mass is a vision of shining spirits, and of ‘“‘ the 
golden censer,”’ and “‘ much incense ascending up 
to God out of the angel’s hand.’ In every Mass, 
because it is in the unchanging canon, comes a 
prayer, saying: ““We humbly beseech thee, O 
Almighty God, command these things to be carried 
by the hands of Thy Holy Angel to Thine Altar 
on High,” and that angel of the Mass is S. Michael. 

For his feast, I always get his own delicate pale 
mauve daisies for the altar. 

So ended the marvellous season which inaugu- 
rated the great white Crusade, and in October, 
month of the rosary and the angels, I set to work 
to weave a still finer golden net of prayer around 
each of my Knights. 

First, I gathered together seven convents 
wherein the Sisters, one morning every week, 
offer their Holy Communions for the men. Next 
I gathered seven other convents which keep the 
night watches of Perpetual Adoration; and each 
of these take a night a week, when two Sisters go 
on duty every two hours throughout each night 
to worship before the Blessed Sacrament. Some- 
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times, when I wake in the night, I picture those 
two still figures in some silent chapel under the 
flame of the love-red lamp, and try to see the 
floods of grace poured out for the sake of their 
prayers upon the gallant men, watchful on sentry 
duty, or scouring the perilous waste of black 
waters, or flying like human angels to guard us 
while we sleep. 

I always pray specially to S. Michael and his 
hosts of angels about our flying men, and I tell 
him they are far braver than he is, for they can 
and do die terrible deaths in the pursuit of duty, 
while angels are invulnerable. It is glorious to 
think of each man with his great, strong, invisible 
angel flying beside him, and I am certain all 
angels passionately love our flying men, who have 
taken to themselves wings for our protection at 
such awful personal risks. 

In addition to these hosts of prayers, each man 
is also assigned by number, not by name, to a 
certain nun who acts as his second guardian angel 
and offers her prayers, works, and sufferings for 
him, day by day. Each Knight is known to his 
nun by Christian name and a number only, and 
where the men do not send Christian names but 
only initials the nun gets only a number, which 
she dislikes cordially. One Prioress I knew well, 
declined to pray for Knight 188, and called her 
man Peter, because she could pray for him so 
much more easily. Then the man suddenly wrote 
again to me, signing his full name, and I had to 
break to his nun that he was not Peter but John, 
so that she could begin all over again! 

My white-souled army of nuns would make a 
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beautiful picture. Among them are the white- 
robed, black-veiled Sisters of S. Dominic, he with 
the fixed star of Truth glittering on his brow; the 
Canonesses Regular of S. Augustine—the most 
magnificent habit in the Church, with its white 
tunic, white lace rochet, scarlet scapular, and 
black veil; the brown-robed, sandalled Poor 
Clares; and many black-habited Sisters with 
their snow-white coifs and guimps, among them 
the Benedictines, headed by the Lady Abbess 
with her pectoral cross and ‘‘ spousal amethyst ”’ 
ring. 

Verily, the hosts of hell are impotent before this 
band of valiant women, whose price is above rubies. 
It should be remembered that I am unable to offer 
any subscription towards the support of their 
chapels, as I long to. Their prayers are all a 
labour of pure love. 

The Knights absolutely love their white nuns. 
They think of them in the dark, cold hours of 
sentry duty. They send them exquisite messages 
through me, and, after erasing name and address, 
I pass on every letter to the nun concerned. Some 
write: ‘‘I will try so to live as to meet my white 
nun in heaven, as I shall never see her to thank 
her on earth.” 

In addition to this, there is the steady flashlight 
of prayer streaming out over all the world from 
the tiny white chapel on sombre Dartmoor. It is 
extraordinary to think how hearts all over the 
world are now turning to this remote place. The 
essence of every prayer is love for God and man and 
sorrow for sin. I ask unceasingly for my Knights 
that they may love not in word but in deed and 
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in truth, as God Himself loves, and that they may 
truly sorrow for every slightest stain. 

Sometimes prayer for an individual takes a 
special form, such as prayer that he may be com- 
forted in sorrow or strengthened in temptation, 
or kept safely in bodily danger, or white in soul 
and body, or that he may have the tears of re- 
pentance for past transgressions. Sometimes, the 
prayer is for the souls of any Knights who may 
be dead. Sometimes, his guardian angel or his 
patron saint is invoked for him; or Mary, the 
Mother of God, is asked to be his heavenly mother. 

Continually, a union with all the Masses being 
celebrated that hour throughout the world is made 
and offered for him, and there is never an hour in 
the day or night when Mass is not being offered 
in some country in the world, never an hour when 
the White Host is not being lifted up between 
heaven and earth to draw all hearts to Our Lord. 

Another favourite form of prayer is to adore 
the Blessed Trinity by thanking the Father for 
creating my Knight, the Son, for redeeming him, 
and the Holy Spirit, Uncreated Love, for sanctify- 
ing him. Then there can be made constant offer- 
ings of Our Blessed Lord’s Passion and Death for 
an individual soul. 

I am continually asked whether I use any par- 
ticular manual or form of prayer when interceding 
for the men. It will save much correspondence 
if I here reply that I use a little volume, which I 
have compiled myself, called Daily Praise. It is 
the result of years among the great saints and 
mystics, and is the most joyous little book I have 
ever met. I may praise it wholeheartedly, since 
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I am not the author, but only the editor. It turns 
all life, and every day of life, into praise, even 
eating, sleeping, work, actions, breathing, heart- 
beats, all of which can be offered for any person 
or persons desired. Praise is the highest form of 
prayer and the most neglected. We, on earth, 
leave it too much to the seraphim. 

On p. 42 of this little volume begins a beautiful 
series of prayers which can be offered in expiation 
for the sins of either the living or the dead. 
Expiation must, of necessity, enter into such a 
crusade as ours. This manual of prayers, used 
the first thing in the morning and the last thing 
at night, turns the spiritual side of the day and 
night to treasure. 

The other form of prayer to which I am devoted 
is the rosary, because its fifteen mysteries are the 
pageant of Our Lord’s whole earthly life, begin- 
ning with the Incarnation and ending with the 
Coronation of His Mother in heaven. I always 
offer that last mystery for women, praying that 
we may all be crowned beside her for eternity. 

All the mysteries concerning Our Lord possess 
infinite value. Thus in the mystery of the Cruci- 
fixion, for example, we offer the merits of His 
death to purchase eternal life for sinners. After 
the Mass, Holy Communion, and the Divine Office, 
the rosary and all the prayers in Daily Pratse are 
the chief of my devotions for the Knights. 

Always, if possible, I go to the chapel to pray, 
even if the Blessed Sacrament is not there, because 
chapels and churches are blessed with a form 
which greatly enhances the value of prayers offered 
in them. For instance: ‘‘ Whosoever shall come 
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into this place and pray, then hear them Thou from 
the excellent Throne of Thy Glory.” ‘‘ My house 
shall be called the house of prayer, saith the Lord: 
Every one that asks therein, receives ; and he that 
seeks, finds; and to him that knocks, it shall be 
opened.” 

Just as this book goes to press, I learn that I 
am able to found daily Mass for my Knights. 
The great idea was suggested by our guardian 
priest, so I have chosen nine from among the 
flower of my chivalry to be the founders, in honour 
of the nine choirs of angels. 

Not one of them is a member of my Church. 
Two poor priests take alternate months to offer 
the Masses, one priest in Devon, the other in Wales. 
The months for the Masses in Devon are March, 
May, July, September, November, and January, 
daily at 8 a.m. 

In every Mass at the memento of the living 
mention is made of all the Knights, especially the 
founders; all the guardian angel nuns and ladies; 
the poor Magdalens; the White Ladies that are 
to be. 

In the memento for the dead are mentioned all 
Knights who may have gone over; and all men 
and women whose names are in the Book of the 
Dead in my chapel. 

Believing as I do that the Mass is not only 
prayer but Sacrifice, and not only Sacrifice but 
the Sacrifice of a Divine Victim, only God knows 
what it is to have this offered every morning for 
all those whom I have here mentioned. 


CHAPTER IV 
PROSELYTISM(?) 


In reply to questions as to what I ask in prayer 
for my Knights and if I pray for their conversion 
to my Church, once more I explain that I pray 
simply for the salvation of every man and for his 
preservation from all danger to soul and body. 
If some can only save their souls by joining my 
Church Our Blessed Lord will bring them in. It 
is not my place to dictate to Him the means of 
salvation. I only ask what I am certain is His 
Will, namely that every soul may be saved, trust- 
ing that my prayers are the pre-ordained mites 
which help to purchase this end. 

If a man turns up with no religion whatever 
and asks me to help him towards one, naturally 
I try to make a good Catholic of him. If I did 
not, I should be a hypocrite, lacking the practical 
courage of my own convictions. Where a man 
has a creed of his own, I thankfully leave it alone 
and go with him on every point we have in common, 
such as the love of God and our neighbour, sorrow 
for sin, and the practice of virtue. Points of 
difference I avoid, and I avoid controversy as the 
plague. There is nothing secret about my methods, 
and I wish them to be as open as the sky. 

In my first appeal to men, I made it clear that 
I was a Catholic with a chapel of my own, so 
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that no man need join who disapproved of Catholics, 
and a man who joins and finds he disapproves of 
my methods is always at liberty to write, asking 
to have his name taken from my book and his 
number from his guardian nun. Naturally, I 
would love the whole world to be Catholics, 
because I long to share my treasures, especially 
the Sacraments, with every human being. But if 
people do not want my treasures I do not thrust 
them forward. 

Since the Crusade began, I plead guilty to only 
four cases of aggression on my part, and I ask any 
honest man to bear witness that I was provoked 
into it. The first came from a Knight whom I 
love most dearly. His life is heroic, but the 
details of it may not be told until that awful day 
when the recording angel unrolls his golden scroll. 
Besides being a hero, this man is also a mystic 
above most, and writes me marvellous letters 
about his prayers, his dreams and his devotions. 
Suddenly, one day, without any prefatory warning 
he announced that he believed in Papal Infalli- 
bility. I replied, saying in a gentle whisper that, 
if so, he ought to be a Papist. Surely, it was a 
self-evident proposition? This brought a bom- 
bardment which forced me to scurry to a funk- 
hole and wait, trembling, till the fusillade was 
over. When it ended, I crept back to my type- 
writer and said: “‘ Very well, very well. Don’t 
be a Papist, then. I see there are apparently 
five thousand reasons for believing in Papal 
Infallibility without adhering to it, but as my 
days are usually sown with trouble till post-time, 
don’t send me any more of the five thousand.” 
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Surely my original remark was innocent ? 

The next instance was when a young private, 
another perfectly beautiful character, wrote mildly 
suggesting that we have not Apostolic Succession 
and that the Roman Hierarchy has no right to 
be in England. I retorted with the list of Popes 
stretching from S. Peter to Benedict, now mourn- 
fully reigning. The young private replied, saying 
he was very interested in the list, but that was 
not what he meant by apostolic succession. What 
he did mean, happily he made no attempt to 
explain. Well, I ask, could any woman of spirit, 
owning a complete list of the Popes, refrain from 
exhibiting such a list when twitted with the lack 
of apostolic descent? No sensible man can expect 
me to have these things said about my Pope and 
to take them lying down. I never mention his 
existence to any of them. It is always they who 
begin about him. Some months ago I spent most 
of my waking hours explaining to wrathful Pro- 
testants why the Pope cannot end the war. So 
many people seem to think that I am personally 
responsible for His Holiness. 

The third case was that of a Knight who 
wrote asking to be admitted. I received him, 
and in his second letter he calmly wondered how 
any cultured person could be a Catholic, seeing 
how our lives were out of tune with the ideals of 
Christ, and how we had had to doctor the Bible 
to fit in our corrupt practices with so-called 
authority; and he ended by remarking he did not 
wonder Catholicism had fallen to what it is. 

It takes a great deal to make me angry, but I 
was angrier with that man than I have been for 
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years. It seemed to me the essence of bad taste 
to accept the favour of her continual prayers from 
a Catholic lady, to let a good nun spend herself 
for him, and then calmly to say what he did. 
Further, he implied that our ecclesiastics, many of 
whom are my own intimate friends, had doctored 
and consented to the doctoring of Scripture in 
cold blood; that, in other words, they were mean, 
dirty, dishonourable liars. I wrote to the man 
and told him this. I told him a great deal more. 
In fact, I told him from beginning to end what I 
thought of him. I asked if he possessed the 
original documents of the Bible, and why he did 
not found a Church himself and show us the way 
round. I told him if there was one thing I hated 
more than another it was impertinence, and that 
he was not fit to black the boots of many of my 
priests and bishops. I ended by saying I wished 
we had the days of the Inquisition back, as I 
would cheerfully burn him at the stake. I never 
leave.any man in doubt as to my opinion of him, 
either way. 

Then I wrote to Mr. Oxenham, asking for sym- 
pathy. He replied: ‘If you decide when that 
man comes to grill him @ la Tudor, don’t be 
tempted to do it in one of your fine old cobbits. 
Such things are best done in the open.” 

I answered, thanking Mr. Oxenham gratefully 
for this timely hint, and saying no doubt he has 
had much more experience in burning his fellow- 
creatures at the stake than I have. Meantime, 
the man replied with a letter which would have 
tamed a two-headed dragon and melted a Dart- 
moor tor. He began: “‘ My dear ladye,— 


PROSELYTISM 87 


“Dear! Dear! Dear! Did ’ems, then?” 

You cannot very well grill a person who takes 
such a letter lying down, so I replied, swearing 
eternal friendship on the distinct understanding 
that my opinion of him on the described points 
had not altered. 

The fourth case, I admit, is a much more serious 
one against me, but I plead ‘‘ Not guilty ’’ because 
no one could possibly have foreseen such a result. 
One of my poor Knights had broken his promise 
and had been causing me much anxiety and 
sorrow. A brother Knight knew about him, and 
I told him the remedy I had hit on, which I be- 
lieved would keep the other poor fellow straight. 
The brother Knight wrote a terse and business- 
like letter in which he said: “I have bought a 
missal and am going to my first High Mass on 
Sunday. Nothing but Roman Catholicism could 
have produced you. Any one else would have 
sent that man a packet of rat poison.” 

I know it is wicked to laugh about such serious 
matters, but I did laugh, I do laugh, I even wake 
up in the night and laugh at the idea that a lady 
who refrains from sending rat poison to a man is 
an argument for the Infallibility of Rome. 

I ask: Could I have foreseen such a thing as 
this, and am I to send rat poison to people by way 
of proving that Rome is fallible ? 

After this open confession, I trust to leave the 
Court without a stain on my character, but if I 
do not, then people must find their own remedy 
in cutting me. This is a free country, and no man 
need join my Crusade unless he likes. Further, 
I am seeing to it that he joins with his eyes open. 
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I cannot refrain from recording a funny story 
which was written to me by a very fine and well- 
known Methodist chaplain to the forces. One 
morning in chapel, he had been preaching on my 
Crusade and urging the men to join it, as clergy 
of all creeds often do, bless them! Outside, when 
service was over, he found a pained private, who 
saluted, remarking, ‘‘ Beg pardon, sir, but do you 
know you are recommending a Roman Catholic 
chapel?” 

‘““No, I didn’t know,’ replied the chaplain 
airily. ‘‘ How do you know?” 

Thereupon the P. P. handed over the usual 
letter of enrolment which he had received from 
me. The chaplain read it, enforced his remarks 
in the evening, wrote to me joining himself, and 
saying, ‘‘ Whatever else you send or don’t send, 
do please send me that letter telling of the kind 
of men who belong and the prayers of the nuns 
for us.” 

As I have, in this chapter, drifted into anecdote, 
I should like to tell several more stories even if 
they have nothing to do with “‘ Proselytism ”’ (?). 

I am frequently told by men of the suffering 
caused by improper conversation on the part of 
senior officers. It is a very prevalent evil due to 
many causes; one, no doubt, being the type of man 
who now gets into the Army as an officer. Such 
conversation in the presence of servants and 
juniors is against all the old Army traditions, and 
I can only implore my Knights to uphold the 
highest. Do, I beseech you, remember that our 
great Generals and Commanders-in-Chief will have 
none of these things. Be true to men like Lord 
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Roberts and Lord Kitchener. Don’t endure from 
underling officers what your Commanders-in-Chief 
would not allow you to endure. You can stop it 
if you like, even if you are a junior with an offending 
senior. 

Two fine examples of this courageous behaviour 
are told of two old boys from Wycliffe College. 
One did it by letter. He wrote to his senior 
officer, respectfully requesting him to stop telling 
improper stories. The other youngster, in the 
presence of a senior officer, went over to a subaltern 
who was talking offensively and said he would 
thrash him if he did not stop. 

We all know the story of the great General, 
but, old chestnut though this is, I should like to 
see it pasted up in every mess. One night, after 
dinner, an officer came in, exclaiming, “I say! 
Such a story! No ladies present, are there?” 
To which the great General coldly replied, ‘‘ No, 
but a few gentlemen are.” 

To give a case out of my own experience: one 
of my Knights wrote to me, saying he had been 
degraded in rank. Four senior officers were talk- 
ing disgracefully in his presence and dragged him 
in by asking his opinion, which, as it was asked, 
he gave like an honest man. They reported him 
for insolence and he was degraded in rank. He 
wrote and told me, asking me not to pity him 
as he was only beginning. Unknown to him, I 
wrote to the C.O. inquiring if he wished his junior 
men to listen to dirt and to be degraded if they 
protested. The C.O. replied thanking me warmly, 
saying he was most particular about the tone of 
his men whether officers or privates, that the matter 
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was all new to him and he would investigate at 
once and report to me again. 

Well, that C.O. was a gentleman, and, thank 
God, there are many such, in fact the majority 
are such. I shall never do a similar thing again 
because it is not my place to interfere in such 
matters. I tell these stories to show what can 
be done, and if men prefer to whine to me rather 
than uphold the finest traditions of the Army, 
then I can only say that I have grave doubts as 
to their standard of honour. 


CHAPTER V 
TYPES AND CHARACTERISTICS 


In my book are the names of Catholic priests, 
Church of England clergy, Nonconformist ministers, 
naval men, army men, flying men, civilians of all 
ranks, doctors, and one splendid bishop. Roman 
Catholics, Quakers, Congregationalists, Wesleyans, 
Methodists, Salvationists, English Churchmen, 
Baptists, Unitarians, Presbyterians, agnostics, and 
atheists are all represented. 

Our booklet was published by Messrs. Methuen, 
the first week in August 1916, and since then has 
been on sale in the usual way. The same matter 
also appeared at the end of Mr. Oxenham’s poem, 
The King’s Highway, published in September. 
Besides these two modes of distribution, Y.M.C.A. 
has distributed 250,000, which number was gener- 
ously paid for by a distinguished baronet. The 
United Navy and Army Board, controlling the 
Free Churches, canvassed their chaplains with a 
sample copy each. The first instalment for them 
was 184,000, and they have had many hundreds 
of thousands since. 

In our simplicity, we expected that the dear, 
rough Tommies would be our only patrons, but I 
find that the majority of my Knights are gentle- 
men by birth and education. This is delightful, 
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especially with a view to the future rebuilding of 
the Empire, for the greatest work of the Crusade 
will come with peace. 

I myself give pride of place to the bishop. To 
me, a bishop is the mightiest kind of man, mightier 
even than a king, because his empire is spiritual, 
and spiritual things are greater, more eternal, than 
material things. The priest, in the language of 
the Church, has ‘“‘ power over the Body of Christ,”’ 
but a bishop, in addition to this, has power also 
over the Holy Spirit of God. In conferring the 
Sacraments of Confirmation and Holy Order upon 
us, he imparts to us the Holy Ghost and stamps 
our souls with the sacramental signet of Love which 
can never be effaced. One’s love for a bishop is 
proportionate to one’s love for the Holy Ghost. 

Again, the ceremony by which a bishop is con- 
secrated is, to me, the most awful in the Church. 
The hands of the common priest are anointed 
before he may offer the Divine Sacrifice, but the 
hands of a bishop are again anointed that what 
he blesses may be blessed, and even “‘ the imposi- 
tion of this consecrated hand, avail to the salva- 
tion of all.’’ His head is anointed, like the head 
of the High Priest, Aaron, that the power of the 
Holy Spirit may fill his inner man and compass 
him round without. His crozier is the staff of 
the pastoral office, his mitre is the helmet of 
salvation, his ring, the signet of his plighted troth 
to his bride the Church of God, whom he must 
guard without stain upon his honour. His purple, 
the “ sacred purple,” is the typical colour of kings, 
and his ermine is the symbol of chastity. Round 
his neck, hanging from a golden chain, is his pec- 
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toral cross, the cross which he must wear bravely 
over his heart from the day of his consecration 
to his death. 

This spiritually royal and lonely figure heads 
my band, and, following him, come the young 
priests and the soldier captains, the Galahads of the 
flock. These young men, white-hot with chastity, 
generosity, and enthusiasm, would be unearthly in 
their beauty if they were not so intensely human. 
These are the very flower of my chivalry, and 
there are three young officers whom I call my 
Trinity. The soldiers and the priests are ready, 
at any moment, to lay down their lives in the 
service of humanity. 

With them—for I cannot separate one from the 
other or say which profession is dearest to me— 
come the doctors, who also risk their lives and 
fight grim, cold-blooded fights with death, often 
holding the very issues of life and death in their 
capable hands. Among these is a doctor whose 
name is a household word in England, and he 
fights unceasingly in the cause of chastity. It 
would be difficult to match this type of man, the 
great doctor who brings the whole force of his 
professional experience into play to make men 
white. More than some priests, doctors are daily 
preaching chastity both by word and example. 

Then there are my brave, incomparable British 
bluejackets, from the chivalrous captain down to 
the dear O.S. There are the wonderful angel-men 
of the Air Service, with their winged emblem and 
their motto: ‘‘ Per ardua ad astra.’”’ There are 
ordinary married men who carry their pledge of 
honour on into perfect reverence for their wives. 
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Thank God, there are many quite common, every- 
day men who love their wives and children more 
than they love themselves. Such are heroes. 
There are the youths not quite out of their teens, 
boys who, to quote the written words of one, 
“long and pray to carry their silver shields un- 
stained to the very end.’ The sweetness and 
innocence of these is childlike, and they write 
confidingly for instructions on matters which 
every youth must know when he begins the 
battle of life. There are the civilians of every 
possible profession and trade, headed by one or 
two men who are mighty industrial powers in the 
land, and to whom England will look in the near 
future for the solution of labour and capital 
problems. Finally, there are the Lancelots who 
are, always, alas! men of birth and education. 

I was told by pessimists, before the Crusade 
was started, that only the whitest could join, 
the type of man who would never fall in any 
circumstances. 

As usual, the pessimist is wrong. Judging by 
the letters I receive, letters of frank confession, 
not one man has joined upon false pretences. If 
a man has never fallen he says so very humbly, 
adding that one never knows what may happen 
in temptation, and begging for prayers that he 
may never lose his honour. 

The love of their own honour is touching to a 
degree. “I would rather put a bullet through my 
head than lose my honour. You may be sure if 
; I had been untrue to my dear wife, I should never . 
have come back home to her. If I had lost my 
honour, I should have taken care to let a sniper 
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get me,’’ are quite ordinary phrases in letters 
from the front, where men are facing death and 
conventions flee away. 

They will rake up the smallest sin out of the 
past, even if it has happened years previously, 
and ask if they are fit to be placed in the stainless 
chapel. Some write, saying they cannot trust 
themselves sufficiently to join at once, lest they 
should fall again, and they beg for prayers that 
they may become strong enough to take the 
pledge. Some say they have weighed the matter 
for three or four weeks before sending their 
promise. Other letters are confessions of a terrible 
nature, the despairing cry for help from the 
bottom of the abyss, and never does a man fail to 
respond. 

One has fallen, and at the first fall after sending 
his promise, he wrote, confessing, and asked me 
to take his name out of the book and forget I 
had ever heard of him. We are having a stand-up, 
hand-to-hand, inch-by-inch fight for him, his white 
nunandI. His despair at having broken my heart 
is pathetic, and he begs me to make him love me, 
for as long as he can sin he does not love me, 
and only by love can he conquer. So he says. 
He, poor soul, is my traitor. Nothing that we 
can devise has been left untried. Once I decided 
that his guardian nun and I must suffer for him 
every time he fell, in the hope that he would be 
too chivalrous to see women suffering voluntarily 
for him. But this he refused to allow, saying if 
we did penance ourselves, he should cut himself 
entirely adrift from me. He demanded a promise 
from me that we would do nothing of the kind for 
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him, and I was obliged, reluctantly, to promise. 
I am bound to be as straight with my Knights as 
they are with me. 

Then a brother Knight, hearing of my plight, 
came forward and asked me to use him at any 
time as an instrument, adding that he is, physically, 
cast iron and nothing can injure him. He offered 
to wear a spiked armlet every time his weaker 
brother fell. I fear this will not be allowed either, 
and as the poor fellow himself says, only love can 
conquer sin. Coming from such a quarter, there 
is a world of spiritual science in that remark. 

Another of my greatest sorrows and consolations 
is a poor Lancelot who, after many years of 
married life, has broken his wife’s heart. He 
clings steadfastly to his promise, while living in 
a hell that men can only light for themselves, in 
a desolation which makes one shiver to think of. 

There is no figure to me so dignified or so much 
to be reverenced as the desolate figure of this 
wretched man who has lost everything in life, even 
his soul, for the sake of Dead Sea Fruit. Standing 
alone “in the desert land and pathless and where 
no water is,’ bombarded from every quarter by 
temptation, he remains steadfast as a rock, with 
his eyes bravely kept upon the distant heights. 
He says he is determined to become a man and to 
win back his wife before the end. For over a 
month, day and night, I dreaded suicide. I wrote 
to my bishop, to the knight-priest, to the guardian 
nun for special prayers. I burnt my lamp in the 
chapel day and night for him. I asked God to 
let my soul watch beside him during each night. 
Every early morning between 1 a.m. and 38.80 I 
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woke and prayed for him. He knew nothing of 
it all, and, one day, I received a letter in which 
he said that he had at last successfully conquered 
the horrible temptation which assailed him, in the 
very early hours of every morning, to put a bullet 
through his brain, when the wherewithal was only 
two yards from him. He pluckily fought through 
that horror alone, and did not tell me till it was 
over, but my instinct had feared it throughout. 

Of course I write to him every day. It makes 
just the difference to know that one fellow-creature 
knows everything, even the very worst, and still 
cares for you. Like the others, that man has 
never once made the shadow of an excuse for 
himself. No man ever does. 

And not one man has ever said a hard word 
about women. There is not the very faintest 
hint of “the woman tempted me,”” though, God 
knows, they might truthfully bring a terrible 
indictment against us. 

This is, I think, the most touching universal 
characteristic of their chivalry. Their letters are 
absolutely wonderful. They are Literature. They 
are human documents. They are a man’s live soul 
in black and white. 

I get every kind of letter, of course, from every 
kind of man. It is most touching that, though 
not asked to in my appeal, they all elect to write, 
even the poor wounded and the dear, humble men to 
whom writing a letter to a lady is obviously torment. 

Again, though not asked to, they all give their 
full addresses, so I am able to answer each, which 
is a huge comfort to me. Above all is it touching 
that they all choose to make confessions. I 
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expressly guard against this in my appeal by 
saying it does not matter how many times a man 
has fallen if he goes straight from the time he 
signs his promise. Yet they disregard this and 
write their pathetic voluntary confessions, and 
only two letters out of the entire mass I have 
received were marked private. They never say, 
‘‘ Burn this. Don’t tell.”’ They trust me bound- 
lessly, though all that they know of me is the 
few feeble lines of my appeal. They do not know 
that every day I receive my letters from the 
postman’s own hand, and that no one else ever 
sees even the outsides of my envelopes. No one 
could take greater precautions about the absolute 
safety of letters than I, but not one man knew this 
when he sent his confession. 

Many join because they are in heavy sorrow 
through death and crave the prayers and sympathy 
of a woman. Some of the young officers write 
every day, and, indeed, the frequency with which 
all men write is amazing. I always feel they must 
care intensely to take so much trouble. Almost 
every letter says, ‘‘ God bless you.’”’ Every letter 
thanks me for my efforts. Strange privates from 
the front, men in hourly danger of death, write 
such things as the following— 

** You are fighting a grander fight even than we 
are out here, for you are fighting for the very 
souls of men. I disagree entirely with one passage 
in your booklet. ‘One weak woman’ can do 
mighty things and can save thousands better than 
all the preachers. The British Empire is under a 
debt to you that it can never estimate and never 


repay.” 
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Another letter from a young captain at the 
front also made me cry. He wrote— 

“IT am sad to-night, for so many of our boys 
have gone to-day—mere lads, some of them, who 
were so anxious to play at what they thought was 
being men that they got terribly grubby in the 
game. I am wondering what God is saying to 
them to-night as they stand before His great 
White Throne.” 

One naval airman is so enthusiastic about the 
Crusade that, though he is only thirty-two, he 
says he hopes both his boys will join when they 
grow up. 

Curiously enough, through no arrangement of 
mine, when a man with a sad past arrives, his 
name begins a new white page in the olive-wood 
book, which thing is an allegory. 

The ages of chivalry are not dead but most 
intensely living, and the noblest Knights that ate 
in Arthur’s hall were not nobler than many of my 
modern men. Whatever I may make of my 
Knights, this is certain: if they do not make a 
saint of me before the end, I do not deserve to 
save my soul. 

Like my nuns, what a picture the body of my 
Knights would make! Think of all the different 
uniforms, all the varied vestments, all the many- 
coloured University hoods! To my intense delight, 
the first soldier Knight to visit me was an officer 
of a Lancashire Regiment, so he wore the rose 
of Lancaster—my rose—on his shoulders and on 
every button. I fished out Burke and compared 
the regimental roses with those on our arms to find 
they are identical in every detail. I confess to a 
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special preference for the brave men who wear that 
rose, but honesty compels me to state that among 
all the men of both Services, there is no type of 
man-to equal the Sappers. This is spoken without 
prejudice and from experience. The Sappers are 
‘‘ live wires,”’ whether they are English or Canadian 
or Australian. They are white-hot in the cause of 
chastity; their hearts are boundless and, without 
exception, they are mystics of no mean degree. 
As sure as ever I receive a specially remarkable 
letter I can safely say before reaching the end, 
‘“This man is a Sapper,’ I began the Crusade 
with a strong prejudice in favour of the blue- 
jackets, but I have found no men of any kind to 
touch the Royal Engineers. 


CHAPTER VI 
THE PALM FOR CHIVALRY 


CuivaLry does not always mean, or it ought 
not always to mean, the hero-worship of the 
opposite sex. To me, the very essence of chivalry 
is the unbounded and humble admiration which 
men give to their brother man: for instance, the 
boundless admiration of the young officer for his 
C.O. or of the young priest for his bishop. The 
letters from some of my young officers about 
their colonels do one good to read. 

But the pinnacle of this form of chivalry is the 
admiration of women for one another. Whether 
it still exists, I do not know, but there used to 
be a theory among men that women are very 
jealous of one another and very hard to members 
of their own sex. I have never found this, and 
as I am not conceited enough to suppose my 
experience to be uncommon I believe there are 
no more ardent admirers of their own kind than 
women. All my life, women have been angel- 
good to me, though I had not gauged the depths 
of their unselfish admiration until some time after 
the White Knight Crusade was floated. 

I am now learning many things. The letters 
of inquiry which I receive from ladies about the 
work is really the reason for writing this little 
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book. Many also write to thank me for what 
I am doing for their husbands and sons. I will 
give three particular cases to show what I mean, 
and it is keen joy to bear this public testimony 
to the extraordinary generosity of my own sex. 

In one instance a lady wrote to me about her 
only son who was the breath of her life. She 
loves him as only a mother, and a widow, can 
love her only child. First, she thanked me for 
my interest in him and told me the things she 
hoped from it. Then she wrote a letter which 
was, to me, more sacred than her last testament. 
She asked me if I would accept the young man 
from her as a sacred trust, and stand in her place 
if she went before me. She handed over to me, 
a strange woman, her pearl beyond all price, to do 
as I liked with it. 

I replied, saying I could never, of course, ade- 
quately thank her for the unspeakable honour she 
had done me, and gratefully accepted the charge, 
but Istold her that she was probably unaware of 
my religion and she might wish to cancel her 
letter on hearing that I am a Roman Catholic. 
She answered, thanking me for my openness, 
saying she was sure I should not attempt to inter- 
fere with the boy, but if his own creed failed to 
hold him or to prove adequate for the worst needs 
of future life, then she would rather see him a 
practical Roman Catholic than an agnostic or 
half-baked Churchman. 

In another instance, a man joined my Crusade 
and wrote me some very confidential letters. In 
them, he mentioned his wife in such glowing 
terms that I asked if I might not have the pleasure 
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of becoming acquainted with her. My desire was 
granted, and the lady in question wrote me a letter 
which I keep as one of my treasures. In it, she 
thanks me for what I am doing for men, says 
that God has indeed called me to a great work, 
and ends with the beautiful thought, ‘I lay you 
upon the live altar of my loving heart whence I 
offer you to God.” This lady and her husband 
have made a little sanctuary in one nook of their 
home, where they pray together, and they call it 
the ‘*‘ Olive Corner,”’ because it is the most sacred 
spot in their home. They have placed in it, 
pictures of my chapel and me. This lady has 
ordained that she will not read any letter from 
me to her husband, and if I enclose his letter open 
in hers, as I sometimes do, she hands his over, 
unread. Would it be possible for trust to go 
further ? 

The third case is heartbreaking. A poor Lancelot 
had broken his wife’s heart. In the worst of 
her anguish, she lighted on our White Knights. 
She sent it to her husband, urging him to join. 
He did so, but said nothing special when doing 
so. Later, he wrote saying he had deceived me, 
for he had broken his wife’s heart and ought to 
have said so in the first instance. I replied, 
sending the booklet with the passage underlined 
which explicitly frees any man from the necessity 
of making a confession. Of course, I thanked 
him warmly and asked if I might not be put into 
touch with the poor lady. 

She generously wrote to me asking, in so 
many words, to accept her husband as a sacred 
charge from her, and save him, body and soul. 
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She was so utterly broken down by shock that 
she could not bring herself even to see him. I 
replied to her, saying I would take him from her 
hand as from the very hand of God, and would 
love the poor man and safeguard him until I 
could lead him back to her, saying: ‘ This is a 
clean and honourable gentleman on whose straight- 
ness I can stake my own reputation. Give him 
leave to win your heart.” 

She does not write to him but sends messages 
through me. In one letter he told her what he 
thought of me, and she wrote to me, saying, 
‘You don’t know how thankful I am that my 
husband can love any woman as pure-hearted as 
you.” 

On his side he has taken the whole thing like a 
hero. Never once has he uttered one complaint 
or made one excuse for himself to me. He gave 
his wife carte blanche to tell me the whole truth 
about him, which she did, and he never even 
asked ‘what she had said or asked to see the letter. 
It never occurred to him that she could exaggerate, 
or be hard on him. Every time he mentions her 
in letters to me, it is with the deepest love and 
the ardent hope of winning her again after a long 
and bitter probation. 

The supreme test of a woman’s chivalry is when 
another woman comes into relationship with her 
men folk. Instead of forbidding our friendship 
and being furious with me, these three women 
continue to thank Heaven and me that I am what 
I am to their nearests. 

Two of my young officers once startled me 
badly by saying that every time they get a letter 
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from me they “feel like sweeps.’ It saddened 
me much because they are two of my whitest, and, 
of course, I thought there must be something 
horrible the matter with me. Now, I know by 
experience exactly what they mean. I feel like 
a sweep every time I get a letter from any of 
those three women, and I am sure that all men 
will agree with me that the palm for chivalry must 
be, in honesty, awarded to them. 


CHAPTER VII 
MAGDALENS 


A very touching phase is arising among a few 
of the men. 

This is, anxiety about the women whom they 
have wronged. The men feel, and they are right 
to feel, that though they themselves may have 
renounced sin, they cannot say the same for the 
poor creature whom they have thrust one step 
lower towards hell. In many cases it is not 
possible to trace the girl, so the only refuge for the 
man is prayer on her behalf—prayer and penance. 
I have promised, in individual cases, to pray 
specially every day for the Magdalens, and I also 
send each one, with the Knight, to his guardian 
nun if he wishes. I ask for the Christian name 
only, and if this is not known, we simply call her 
““Magdalen.” In this way, she is prayed for 
every time the man is prayed for by the Sister. — 

I am glad to be able to state publicly, that 
every new Knight who joins may ask for prayers 
for this intention if he wishes. Also, if any of 
the men who were enrolled before the publication 
of this book, wish to add another’s name to their 
own for daily prayers, they can send it at any 
time to me. 

It is a bare debt of justice and this will not 
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wholly discharge their debt. We can, to an 
enormous degree, pay the debt of a fellow-creature 
and bear his burden, even the burden of his sins, 
but some portion of it must be expiated by the 
sinner himself, especially if his sin has concerned 
another. Would any man, worth calling a man, 
rest contented in heaven if he saw his victim in 
hell? Can any man worth calling a man conceive 
of winning heaven upon such terms? 

Paltry human excuses cannot apply to the 
things of the soul. It is useless to say ‘‘ She was 
smirched already. A little more or less did not 
matter.’ Remember the lines in Mr. Oxenham’s 
poem— 

“* Remember, these girls were innocent once, 
Dare you further their souls defame ? 
You cannot, you may not, do this thing ! 


It is death in life, it is life’s worst sting; 
And the price you pay is—everything.” 


Everything—even your soul. 

Speaking for once, apart from God and His 
Commandments, simply as a woman of the world, 
it utterly passes my understanding how men, 
especially officers, can treat women as they do 
and yet call themselves gentlemen. I hold no 
brief for my own sex, remember. I know, down 
to the lowest dregs of knowledge, how we tempt. 
I realise, to the full, what an awful day of reckon- 
ing must come to woman for her terrible part in 
this universal war. But that is not my present 
point. Granted that women have entirely for- 
gotten their own dignity, what follows? This: 
that you as men and gentlemen are bound to 
respect her even if she has ceased to respect 
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herself. The weaker, the more vicious she is, the 
more ought she to rouse your finest instincts of 
protection. However degraded she may be, if 
you still continue to degrade her, you are not 
gentlemen, but cads. A gentleman respects himself 
and respects womanhood. 

You reverence me, all of you, even the worst 
of you. Sometimes I think that the worst of you 
reverence me more than do the best of you. There 
is no one who reverences a pure woman as a bad 
man does. If my home and I were in danger, 
you would, every one of you, put your lives be- 
tween me and harm. You would die to keep me 
safe. God bless you for it. But you are as bound 
to respect my poor stained sister, as you are to 
respect me myself. There is only one standard for 
a gentleman. A man who respects me and does 
not respect my unfortunate sister, does not really 
respect me, nor his mother, nor his sister, nor his 
wife. Noblesse oblige. 

I repeat it. I shall repeat it to the end of my 
life. The man who degrades even a degraded 
woman is a cad and unfit to tie my shoe-strings. 

So I am unutterably thankful to find this spirit 
awakening among the: men—the desire to lift up 
the Magdalens. If a man cannot trace his Mag- 
dalen, he must, if he is consistently chivalrous, 
pray for her every day of his life to the very end. 
“The prayer of a just man availeth much.” We 
can do much, but not all. He must do his share 
if he is to save his soul. Not of us but of him, 
when he stands, trembling before the judgment 
seat of God, will be asked the awful question: 
** Where is thy sister? ”’ 
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I ask each of my Knights who knows of, or who 
meets, a Magdalen, to give her a copy of this book. 
To rescue and honour women is the very essence 
of the knightly life, and my men can be in personal 
touch with women in a way that I cannot be. 
Many of my Knights see them daily, whereas I, 
in my remote moorland home, never see one. 


CHAPTER VIII 
WHITE LADIES 


Many times I have been asked by ladies to 
found a book and a Crusade for White Ladies 
similar to that of the White Knights. I cannot 
do this, exactly in the way they ask, for many 
reasons, one being that there are already several 
Leagues of Honour for women. Moreover, I have 
so interwoven white women among my Knights 
as to make women the very heart of the Crusade. 

But there is a special Army of White Ladies 
that I crave—those who have not always been 
white. 

I pray for them unceasingly. I have ready 
another olive-wood book, but it isempty. Icrave 
and pray to fill it with the names of my fellow- 
women who, no matter how late in the day, have 
been true to their noblest selves. This olive-wood 
book was brought to me from Palestine and is 
filled with beautifully arranged dried flowers from 
the Holy Places. I shall leave the flowers un- 
touched and write the names of my White Ladies 
on the other side of each page so the flowers and 
the Ladies will mingle together before the altar, 
and the Ladies will be more beautiful, far, than 
the flowers from the holiest land on earth. 

Christian names only would be entered, and no 
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one except myself would know the identity of 
each White Lady. Each, if she preferred, could 
take the name of a flower so as to hide her identity 
and begin her new life under that name. I should 
ask her to take the same pledge of honour that 
the Knights take: and I should give her, too, to 
a guardian-angel nun. 

As ever, I am powerless, simply at the mercy 
of my fellow-creatures in the matter, as I have 
been with the men. If men had not responded 
to my appeal and voluntarily sent their names, 
there would have been no Crusade. The thing is 
their doing, not mine. 

And oh! my dear sister-women, how I do long 
to enshrine you, too, in my white sanctuary! You 
who, all my life, have been so angel-good to me, if 
you choose, can give me this last supreme favour. 
You can prove that women are even more chivalrous 
than men: you can entrust me with the safe- 
guarding of your honour, and you can be to my 
Knights, no longer devils to drag them into hell, 
but white angels to lift them up to heaven! You 
can reach them as we white nuns never can. You 
can pluck them literally from the very jaws of sin. 
You can stem the black hell-tide which is carrying 
indescribable and unmerited suffering on its noisome 
waters to innocent children who are still unborn. 
For the sake of the men, and the children, if not 
for your own sakes, I beseech you to respond to 
this appeal. Remember how Our Blessed Lord 
loved the Magdalen and what boundless chivalry 
He showed to her and to the poor woman taken in 
adultery. 

There was not one man or woman to say a kind 
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word for either of them; on the contrary, every 
one despised them. Yet He Himself was their 
champion. Remember— “ 


“«,. . the penitent thief may trace 
The wealth of love in the Saviour’s Face 
To the Pharisee rarely shown; 
And the Magdalen’s arms may yet embrace 
The foot of the jasper Throne.” 


You can rise to the greater heights than we, if 
you will to. The depth to which a soul has fallen 
can be the measure of the height that it may 
climb. 

My appeal to men has met with a magnificent 
and universal response. Yet I have, in fairness, 
awarded the palm of chivalry to women. Do not 
prove me wrong. Do not be slower than men to 
give this supreme grace to your loving sister- 
woman. 

Do not let there be a stained woman left on 
earth. We are all powerless. The whole mighty 
renewing of the earth is in your hands. 


CHAPTER IX 
THE LADYE OF THE KNIGHTS 


Tue other day, Mr. John Oxenham wrote to me 
saying he is so weary of answering questions about 
himself to inquiring strangers that he is almost 
tempted to wish he had never been born. I con- 
fess at once to being in like case myself. Probably 
I am in even a worse state, for I have, inadver- 
tently, muddled up the public mind so badly about 
myself that an explanation is imperative. But, 
what is more important still, it is imperative that 
my Knights should have a clear view of certain 
facts about me. For their sake, this chapter has 
to be autobiographical. 

My real name is Olive Katharine Parr, my two 
valued Christian names having been bestowed 
upon me by my mother. “ Olive” I have already 
explained, and Katharine is Greek for “ unde- 
filed.’’ This, too, is her own Christian name. I 
am the eldest child of Charles Chase Parr, the 
eldest son of General Thomas Chase Parr, and am 
of Lancashire blood on every side. My Lanca- 
shire mother’s family intermarried with the Parrs 
in the seventeenth century, and owned land in 
Lancashire for generations. I was born at Harrow- 
on-the-Hill. My father was a Harrovian, my 
grandfather is buried there, and, unless they 
have fallen to pieces, his two flags, the Union 
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Jack and his regimental colours, hang on the wall 
of Harrow Church. 

I believe that my passion for chivalry has come 
‘down along’’ from some of my forbears. Two 
of them were respectively a Knight of the Golden 
Fleece and a Knight of the Saint Esprit. We 
have, hanging in the hall, an old parchment 
illuminated with the collars of these two Orders, 
the first bearing the date 1429 and the other 1579. 
The collar of the Golden Fleece is a series of gold 
links, with gold flints emitting sparks, between the 
links, the pendant being the lamb. This Order is 
now in the gift of the Emperor of Austria and the 
King of Spain. The Saint Esprit is the famous 
‘“cordon bleu,’ with the pendant of a Maltese 
cross bearing the White Dove—Uncreated Love. 
This Order was bestowed by the Kings of France 
and became extinct at the Revolution. If France 
does not become a monarchy after the war, I am 
going to canvass the Catholic kings of Europe 
and ask one of them to revive this Order. The 
mere fact of constantly seeing this parchment has 
a certain influence upon one. 

Another branch of the family took such an 
active part in the Wars of the Roses, that when 
Henry married his golden-haired cousin Katharine, 
he granted us a coat of augmentation of Tudor 
roses to our arms, and a wreath of red and white 
roses to our crest of an unknown woman’s head. 
There is one week in the year when red and white 
roses bloom here together, and I love filling the 
chapel vases with them, for I feel a sentimental 
feeling that they are peculiarly our flowers, 
especially the red rose of Lancaster. 
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As far as can be traced, Katharine Parr was the 
last Catholic of the family and I am the next. 
In reply to endless questions, I am not a convert. 
My mother, then an agnostic, had my sister and 
me placed as small children at the convent school 
of the Holy Child, London, where we were baptised. 
Under God, I owe most things to my mother, 
even the best thing of all, my Catholic faith. 

For years, I have been writing books under 
my own name, but when I began my series of 
Dartmoor books, I took a pseudonym till I could 
see how the moor folk felt about the books which 
are painfully personal and true to life. I chose 
Chase because it is a Devonshire name and is 
also the second Christian name of the last two 
generations of male Parrs. 

Especially was it the name of my father’s second 
brother, the late Admiral Alfred Arthur Chase 
Parr, who was always called Chase. He is my 
hero, for he did the bravest thing I ever heard of, 
a thing not flung off in hot blood with the stimulus 
of comradeship which is comparatively easy. 
His heroism was that awful walk, alone in the ice 
and darkness, back to the ship to get help for 
the whole party who had been struck down by 
scurvy, on the Arctic expedition of 74. Humanly 
speaking, he went alone to an awful death. But 
he achieved his end and all the lives, but one, 
were saved. He received double promotion for 
the deed and was the youngest commander in the 
Service. 

I selected Beatrice because I admire that name 
vastly, and hoped I might be a “conferrer of 
blessings’? upon those fellow-creatures who care 
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to share my treasures with me. Nothing makes 
me so wretched as having to keep anything for 
myself alone. 

For years, under my mother’s guidance, I worked 
in London slums and workhouses, helped her with 
her prison work, and I also organised and worked 
the Children’s Crusade of Rescue under Herbert, 
Cardinal Vaughan. At the age of twenty-one I 
entered the Third Order of 8. Dominic and took 
the nun’s white vow, under which I have lived, for 
over twenty years, with increasing happiness. 

It is a great comfort and security to my Knights 
to know that I am their chiefest nun, and, in fact, 
this work could not be done by an ordinary married 
or single woman. The one would not have the 
necessary time and strength, which would right- 
fully belong to her husband and children: the 
other would be in an impossible position for 
obvious reasons. My Knights know that my life 
is altogether upon other planes, and no broken 
hearts and offers of marriage can ruin the serene 
peace of our beautiful friendship. 

The Third Order of S. Dominic is called the 
“Militia of Jesus Christ,’ and is for those men 
and women living in the world who long to lead 
a spiritual life, yet have no desire to enter 
convents. 

They may be, and often are, married people 
with families, and the vow of chastity is not 
essential to membership in the Third Order but 
additional to it. At the ceremony of clothing, 
when we are first received into the Order, we are 
given the white habit, emblem of innocence, and 
the leathern belt, girdle of purity. At profession, 
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a year later, when we have passed through our 
probation, we are given the Book of Rules and the 
crucifix which we are admonished.to wear “like 
a bundle of myrrh” upon our breasts for ever. 
We wear the white scapular portion of the habit 
under our ordinary clothing and keep the full 
habit for burial. My young sister, who died at 
the age of eighteen, was a Dominican Tertiary and 
also a white nun. She was buried in her white 
habit, in a white coffin, strewn with lilies. 

The vow of chastity for women living in the 
world is only allowed to be taken in certain cases 
and for weighty reasons. 

It has to be very clear that God calls her to it 
and that it does not arise from any silly aversion 
to marriage, which, with us, is a Sacramental and 
most honourable estate. By it, the woman binds 
herself to Our Lord because she loves Him best of 
all on earth, and the ceremony of taking the vow 
is a very old and beautiful one. It is usually 
performed after Holy Communion, when the vow 
is received by the priest, who then blesses the 
gold wedding-ring and finally invests the woman 
with it by a form containing the following words : 
** Receive the ring of fidelity, the mark of spiritual 
nuptials, the seal of the Holy Ghost.’’ The whole 
prayer of the investiture of our ring, which is worn 
on the right hand, is far more beautiful even than 
that which accompanies the investiture of the ring 
of a bishop. 

Curiously enough, Sir Thomas and Lady Maud 
Parr were also Dominican Tertiaries, were buried 
in Dominican ground and left their possessions 
to the Dominican Order. This interesting fact 
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was unearthed in the archives of the British 
museum by Mr. Charles Alban Buckler, the great 
herald, who was brother to my dearest Dominican 
priest friend, Fr. H. Reginald Buckler. 

This old gentleman also discovered another 
sweet coincidence. When I published my first 
book, which was little poems, Fr. Reginald wrote 
a preface to the book, and naturally, his name 
appeared, with mine, on the title page. When 
he took a newly published copy to his herald 
brother, Mr. Buckler remarked: ‘‘ Well, well, 
it is probably nearly four hundred years since 
the names of Parr and Buckler appeared on the 
same page.” 

Fr. Reginald politely inquired what he meant, 
to which he replied, astonished, ‘‘ Haven’t you 
and Miss Parr done it on purpose, then? Didn’t 
you know that our ancestor, Sir Walter Buckler, 
was private secretary and almoner to Katharine 
Parr? She used to write out a list of her bedes- 
men and sign it ‘ ateryn the queen, K. P.’ And 
he had to countersign the same page before passing 
it on to the next official for distribution.”’ 

We had, neither of us, known a word about it. 

When I was led to Dartmoor, years later, and 
my chapel with its unspeakable privileges were 
given to me, it explained the very raison détre of 
my vow. The guardianship of the Blessed Sacra- 
ment should, for perfect harmony, be entrusted 
to either a priest or a nun, living under the vow 
of chastity. Even in pagan days, those who 
tended the sacred fire were virgins, and it is part 
of my duty here to keep the perpetual lamp 
burning day and night with special sanctuary oil 


THE LADYE OF THE KNIGHTS _ 69 


prepared from olives. After the supreme privi- 
lege of reserving the Blessed Sacrament had been 
given to me, I was allowed to take another 
vow which has no precedent and arose out of 
my peculiar circumstances and environment on 
Dartmoor. 

I was allowed to vow that I will never leave 
Venton for one night while the Presence of the 
Blessed Sacrament here depends upon me alone. 
For this vow, I wear a gold chain ring on my 
left hand, chain to indicate that I am chained 
to the moor, and on my wedding-finger to show 
that I am wedded devotedly to the Blessed 
Sacrament. I dearly love this vow, for it also 
makes a special relationship between me and my 
beloved Dartmoor. 

It is peculiarly fitting that many of my 
Knights should write to me as “‘ My dear Ladye,”’ 
because the word “‘ ladye,’”’ from Saxon, hlaefdige, 
means ‘‘a bread maid.’ I am in a position of 
sacred trust with regard to the Living Bread, 
and am a maid by my vow of chastity. It 
must be remembered that the privilege of reserv- 
ing the Blessed Sacrament is not for me alone, 
and it would not be given unless others could 
share in the benefit. 

So much for myself and my history. These 
brief outlines are sufficient to give my Knights a 
clear idea of me, and it will be again remarked 
that none of it is by any merit, or arranging of 
mine. 

One thing remains to be explained. This is my 
obligations or duties to my Knights. 

Voluntarily, men, the dignitaries of my Church, 
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have loaded me with confidence and with favours, 
the chief of which is the guardianship of the Body 
of Christ under the white veil of the Sacramental 
species. Voluntarily, men, every type of man, 
has made me the guardian of his honour. This 
second mighty privilege conferred upon me by 
man is, sweetly and mysteriously, like the first. 
It means that men have given me the guardian- 
ship of their bodies and their souls. They have 
bound themselves to me by a promise, and a 
promise, to a man of honour, is sacred. 

On my side, what have I done for the men? 
I make them no promise, but this is implied in 
the fact that I accept theirs and in my guardian- 
ship of them. My responsibility towards them is 
immeasurably greater than theirs to me. The 
keeper of a treasure is much more responsible 
than the owner who hands it over to him for 
custody. The virtue, too, which I cherish in 
my Knights is not optional like the choice of 
voluntary poverty or almsdeed or any other good 
work which we are left free to do or leave alone. 
It is the subject matter of two of God’s com- 
mandments which must be kept at the risk of 
losing one’s soul. This makes my responsibility 
far greater than if my Crusade were simply a 
teetotal or a non-smoking guild only for the 
duration of the war. If men break their word 
to me, they break it to God and they break His 
Commandments. 

Well, I accept my responsibility with open 
eyes. I accept it as if it rested on me alone, 
with no army of prayerful nuns to help me. I 
have made no promise actually to my Knights, 
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because my promise isto God Himself: that I will 
leave no weapon untried to bring each Knight safe 
and unstained before the Great White Throne. If 
one is lost, I feel God will have a right to demand 
of me, ‘““ Woman, where is thy brother? ”’ 

So far, I have, alas! one traitor. All my 
prayers and efforts and sufferings and love have 
failed to keep him true. I cannot think of one 
more thing I could have done, and I shall never 
leave him until he is dead. 

So, my Knights, see to it that there shall be 
only one traitor among us. Please, let no man 
break my heart again. And, please, so live as to 
keep tryst with me in heaven. 


CHAPTER X 
THE BOOK OF THE DEAD 


One thing, before the last thing, remains to be 
told for the comfort of my Knights. This was 
not my idea either. 

A schoolgirl, after reading our appeal, wrote 
to me asking to have the names of her three 
brothers enshrined in the little chapel. All had 
fallen while fighting for England. She intended 
me to enter them in the olive-wood book, but this, 
of course, was impossible, because that is only for 
the living. On the other hand, I could not refuse 
the request of one so innocent and so sorrowful, 
and I replied, asking her if she would like to have 
the names of her brothers placed, with her own, 
behind the altar. I offered also to have Mass 
said for them all if she cared about it. She did 
care, so this was done. 

Time after time, the same request reached me 
from all parts. Sometimes a widow wrote sending 
her husband’s name, till at last it became evident 
that I must have a Book of the Dead. So I got 
one, a little black book, with tiny gold stars and 
pale violet leaves, and it lives hidden behind the 
altar, even as the dead are hidden from our sight 
behind the white veil of death. Daily prayers 
are offered for those whose names are in it, and 
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when a new name is sent I always offer a Mass for 
the departed soul if the survivor wishes. Not one 
is a Catholic and every one has gratefully accepted. 

Prayer for the dead is, of course, an essential 
part of our faith, but it never would have occurred 
to me to suggest this practice to outsiders, lest 
they should misunderstand and think we despised 
their loved ones. At times, I have found that 
Protestants resent prayer for the dead as implying 
that their souls are not yet in heaven, so I want to 
explain, in simple language, what we believe on the 
point. 

Well, we always speak of them as “ the holy 
souls,’’ and we pray to them as to the saints of 
God. We believe that they are saved and are 
only paying off the debt which is due to forgiven 
sin before entering heaven: or else that they have 
left this life with some slight stains still upon 
them which must be cleansed before they can 
enter the awful sanctity of heaven. 

Of course, Our Blessed Lord atoned for our sins 
by His passion and Death, but some co-operative 
atonement from the sinner is essentially a part of 
salvation. It would be unseemly to imagine that, 
for instance, a man who has led an awful life, 
repenting five minutes before his death, can pass 
straight into heaven without any preparation or 
any punishment or expiation. The man himself 
would not wish it, and this doctrine of being able 
to atone for sin after death provides hope for the 
very worst sinners. We need never believe that 
any soul is lost, because we can always believe 
that the worst soul is rescued for heaven by 
Purgatory, provided that he dies truly contrite. 
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I remember a thing which was once said 
to my agnostic father by one of our old Irish 
Canons. My father was profoundly interested 
in Catholicism but was bothered by the doctrine 
of eternal punishment. He shrank from thinking 
that the majority of souls were damned, yet he 
could not, anyhow, see that the majority of souls 
could possibly be saved, as fit for heaven. The 
Canon was most comforting upon the subject. 
He explained Purgatory and then said: ‘‘ Don’t 
worry about that any more, my dear fellow. Of 
course we must teach that there is a hell, but 
we take jolly good care to make it practically 
impossible for any one ever to get there.” 

My father was more impressed with this spirit 
than with anything he had met in the Church. 

This is one side of prayer for the dead—the 
side from which we help them, by prayers and 
good works, to discharge their debt to God. But 
there is another and an exquisitely beautiful side, 
which is this. If our dead need no more atone- 
ment and are already in heaven, even there we 
poor mortals on earth can still be in touch with 
them, and all our lives can add to their sie 
happiness. 

Just as every prayer which is offered for a 
certain soul while living on earth can gain for 
that soul a fresh degree of grace, so every prayer 
offered for a soul in heaven can gain for that soul 
a fresh degree of glory. Every degree of glory is 
an inestimable happiness, and it is solid, practical 
comfort to think that when our dear ones have 
gone before us, there is still even more that we 
can do for them than when they were on earth. 
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Any suffrages offered for a certain dead soul, if not 
needed in expiation, go on to add to its further 
state of glory. 

This branch of the work for my Knights is a 
great comfort to many, and of course, if I hear of 
the death of a Knight, his name has R.I.P. (“‘ re- 
quiescat in pace’’) entered beside it in the olive- 
wood book and is transferred to the Book of the 
Dead. One of my Knights has written me a most 
beautiful letter on the subject. He says: ‘‘ Your 
White Knight feels very travel-stained, but when 
the time comes for you to transfer his name from 
the one bound in olive wood to the book behind 
your altar, by God’s grace and your help, he will 
doff his armour as he has striven to keep it all 
his life, still shining.” 


CHAPTER XI 
THE GREAT HEREAFTER 


I HAVE striven to comfort my Knights in their 
every sorrow, to heal their every wound, and to 
care for them even after they are dead. One 
last thing remains—to show them how I will care 
for them after I am dead. 

The thought of my death troubles some of them 
sorely. They ask who will write to them, who 
will understand and help them, who will enter 
their names in the olive-wood book, who will 
keep the lamp burning in the chapel, and who 
will be always there to greet them when they 
pilgrimage to the white sanctuary among the 
Dartmoor Hills? 

I want to leave behind me comfort for every 
struggling and desolate soul. If God cares for 
my chapel, He will raise up some one to tend it, 
and, in any case, there is no reason why I should 
not always be there. In fact, there is every 
reason why I should. 

We are too apt to imagine heaven as a very 
remote spot. But heaven is a state rather than 
a place, and it has never been located. God is 
everywhere and His presence makes heaven. The 
angels are everywhere and certainly the angels 
cannot leave heaven. Heaven really is at our 
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elbow, veiled from us only by the veil of the 
flesh. 

The Spaniards have a beautiful tradition that 
wherever Mass has been offered, God puts an 
angel on that spot to adore Him from it till earth 
passes. If so, what is more likely than that He 
will let me be the guardian spirit of my own 
chapel? If I have tended it from its very be- 
ginning, shall I be less favoured when I am dead, 
and shall I not be there to bless every pilgrim 
who visits it? 

Heaven does not change our nature. It de- 
velops it. My life and work will still go on, but 
without the material signs and intercourse of the 
body. I will plant lilies over the whole earth, 
heavenly lilies of chastity which will never fade 
and die. 

O ye of little faith, how can you doubt it? 
Does not my whole life and the founding of your 
Crusade show, everywhere, the tender care and 
forethought of Our Blessed Lord? Why should 
He love me less when my soul enters heaven? 
Rather, will He not love me more when I am 
freed forever from sins and imperfections ? 

If I can pray for you now, much more shall I 
then, when my whole life will be nothing but 
prayer. If I can even now speak or write things 
which lift you up from the abyss, as a disem- 
bodied spirit I shall be able to flash to your aid, 
right across the world, quicker than a ray of light. 
Is the soul of man more circumscribed, more 
fettered than the inanimate waves of ether which 
travel countless miles in a minute? 

Whenever you send to me from your perishing 
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soul, the S.0.S. signal, I will come at once. But 
you, on your side, must try to live so as to hold 
spiritual communication with me. Sometimes we 
complain that we receive no light or comfort or 
evidence of eternal life from the next world. This 
is largely our own fault. Waves of grace are 
always travelling from heaven to earth, but if our 
souls are gross and sinful, we cannot perceive 
or receive them. The waves of ether travel 
continually across the oceans, but only those 
ships can receive and understand them which are 
fitted with the necessary apparatus. Remember 
Tennyson— 


“ How pure at heart and sound in head, 
With what divine affections bold 
Should be the man whose thought would hold 
An hour’s communion with the dead. 


In vain shalt thou, or any, call 
The spirits from their golden day, 
Except, like them, thou too canst say, 
My spirit is at peace with all. 


But when the heart is full of din, 
And doubt beside the portal waits, 
They can but listen at the gates, 

And hear the household jar within.” 


I will be with you, dear Knights, when you call 
me, but it will rest with you whether I can enter or 
whether I must stand, helpless, at the gate. 

If, while on earth, I can get for you the cease- 
less prayers of the white nuns, how much more, 
when I am in heaven, shall I be able to petition 
the saints and the whole heavenly court for 
you! 

If I can now kneel before the white altar on the 
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moor, then I shall prostrate before the White 
Throne and plead for you. 

If I can now write your names in the book of 
olive wood, then I shall implore God Himself to 
write your names in His own Book of Life. 

I have never failed you while on earth. Still 
less will I fail you from heaven. The victory is 
yours if you choose to take it, and once more I 
beseech you so to live as to keep tryst with me 
in heaven, where the King of kings Himself will 
confirm your Knighthood for ever. 


THE END 
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